SELECTIONS IN ENGLISH POETRY
Now out, out from my room !
So to drive him  out,  flicking with my white hand-
kerchief; Go I
But he will not.                                                                           25
Round and round and round
In an impure haste,
Fumbling, a beast in air,
And stumbling, lunging and touching the walls, the
bell-wires
About my room !                                                                         30
Always refusing to go out into the air,
Above that crash-gulf of the Via de* Bardi,
Yet blind with frenzy, with cluttered fear.
At last he swerved into the window bay,
But blew back, as if an incoming 'wind blew him in
again.
A strong inrushing wind.                                                          36
And round and round and round!
Blundering more insane,  and leaping,  in throbs,  to
clutch at a corner
At a wire, at a bell-rope:
On and on, watched relentless by me, round and round
in my room,
Round and round and dithering with tiredness and
haste and increasing delirium
Flicker-splashing round my room.                                          42
I would not let him rest;
Not one instant cleave, cling like a hlot with his breast
to the wall
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